WATER      UNDER      THE      BRIDGES
wick for me, and when my mother died in 1931 and my home was sold
by my elder brother's wife, something went out of my life that nothing
can ever replace. My father, who managed the family businesses of
R. & I. Henderson and of the Borneo Company, and was a Director
of the Bank of England, had died suddenly of heart failure in 1895.
During the next thirty-six years my mother, a wonderful and masterful
woman if ever there was one, was the presiding genius at Sedgwick,
which was hers" for her lifetime. So long as she lived what was left of
the family centred round her and held together, but with her departure
the link which kept them there vanished. There had been four of us,
a girl and three boys. My sister Violet, who was the oldest of us,
married Lord Leitrim in 1903. My elder brother, Evelyn, after serving
in the South African and 1914-18 Wars, married a daughter of Sir
William Clerk and died in 1925, leaving three children; while my
younger brother, Reginald, who had been one of the early settlers in
Kenya and had married a daughter of Colonel Clifton Brown, of Holm-
bush, died out there in 1916 when serving with the K.A.R.
Such, then, was the family, of which I was the third. From my ear-
liest days I gave evidence of one of my besetting sins—love of the
easiest way, or the line of least resistance. I was round and fat and
found rolling easier than walking. I would roll everywhere rather
than go on two legs. I was lost all one day, and the ponds in the gar-
den were anxiously dragged for me; nor was I found till the evening,
when I got hungry—under a sofa where I had rolled and fallen asleep.
But, though idle, I was always easily amused, and have it on the best
authority that I never was known to cry, not even when I lost my
temper, which, according fo the family, was another of my more
obvious vices. But it was a reputation largely based on one incident,
when I chased my elder brother round and round the nursery table
with a pair of scissors and, having run him to a standstill, stabbed him
through a finger of the hand which he put up to protect his face. The
scar on that finger was always in later years held up to give point to
the accusation of my bad temper.
The only toys I cared for were tin soldiers, and I doubt if I was ever
happier than when I was fighting. Of that I had plenty as a boy.
Evelyn was eighteen months older than I, but overgrown (both my
brothers were about sk foot four). I, on the other hand, did not start
to grow till I was nearly eighteen and had left school, but -was very
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